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CERTAINTY. 

Short  is  the  song?  then  let  the  song  be  sweet 

We  sang,  and  scattered  flowers  in  the  way 

And  filled  with  love  and  wine  the  laughing  day. 

And  early  rising  each  new  dawn  to  greet 

We  knew  ere  night  would  noble  deeds  be  done. 

Ours  was  the  air  to  ride,  the  world  to  shatter, 

And  if  death  came  at  length,  'twas  swift,  no  matter 

But  the  red  setting  of  our  splendid  sun. 

Ah!  now  the  awful  certainty  of  life, 

The  long  gray  years,  and  all  the  flowers  fled, 

The  dust,  the  toil,  and  the  jostling  crowd 

Of  good  and  busy  people,  and  the  strife 

Of  little-hearted  men,  the  great  friends  dead, 

And  the  day  dribbling  out  in  a  dirty  cloud. 


BITORNA  VINCITOR. 

Sir  Launcelot,  swift  from  slaughtering  the  foe, 

Strode  the  high  hall,  and  reached  King  Arthur's 
throne. 

There,  hot  with  battle,  paused,  and  knelt  alone, 
And  spake :  ' '  Sire,  where  the  grass  is  trampled  flow 
Rivers  of  hostile  blood;  and  all  your  men 

Have  nobly  fought  and  bled;  and  some  have  died. 
The  rest  return  to  serve  you."    Silent  then, 

And  kneeling  he  remained.    The  King  replied: 

"Sir,  we  are  grateful  for  this  knightly  deed 

And  surely  shall  you  have  a  royal  meed. 

There  is  a  prosperous  merchant  in  this  town 
Who  asked  if  I  a  clerk  could  recommend 
To  count  his  gold,  so  you  I  gladly  send. 

Quite  a  good  job.    I  hope  you'll  settle  down." 


RECONSTRUCTION. 

Splendid  at  dawn  we  walk  in  the  white  dew, 

Touch  the  cool  grass,  and  laugh,  and  greet  the  sun, 
And  sing  aloud  to  know  the  day  begun, 

And  terror  ended,  God's  last  promise  true. 

Now  for  the  gleaming  plough  and  the  sweet  earth, 
Good  work,  birds'  songs,  a  friendly  horse  and  soon, 
Under  the  dreaming  trees  at  slumbrous  noon, 

Rest  and  rough  bread,  with  ale  and  quiet  mirth. 

Yet  there  are  those  who  danced  away  the  night 
And  held  hot  lovers  in  their  arms,  and  kissed, 
And  drank,  and  wreathed  strange  flowers.   Were 
these  too  bold? 

They  sit  apart  and  shun  the  healing  light, 
And  see  dead  faces  paling  in  the  mist, 

And  small  brown  stains,  where  blood  or  wine  is 
old. 


THE  JOURNEY 

Love  held  a  banquet :  to  the  high  feast  came, 
Trooping  along  the  road  from  all  the  earth, 
Beggars  and  children,  soldiers  with  great  mirth, 

Princes  and  pompous  merchants,  and  the  lame 

Came  tremblingly,  and  bravely  drest  in  blue, 
A  bright-eyed  maid  led  a  shy  wondering  boy. 
Some  carried  burdens,  and  some  walked  in  joy 

But  hungrily;  then  lastly,  smiling,  you. 

0  hand  in  hand  we  went,  and  eye  to  eye 
Continually.     Others  passing  by 
Were  strange  unheeded  shadows.    Half  the  day 
Loving  we  sped,  and  then  the  hot  sun  kissed  you ! 
Was  it  enough,  to  have  touched,  and  held, — and 

missed  you 
That  you,  so  fair,  came  such  a  little  way? 
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THIRST. 

The  Gods  in  idle  jest  let  fall  one  bright 
Drop  of  their  nectar  to  the  mortal  mouth 
Of  a  poor  cow-eyed  serf.     He,  wretched  youth, 

Gulped  it  down  greedily,  and  with  delight 

Felt  the  fierce  golden  fire,  and  losing  sight 
Of  earth  and  squalid  days  of  toil  and  drouth, 
Rapt,  drifted  to  a  Paradise  far  south, 

High  on  a  mountain  dreamed  throughout  that  night. 

But  with  the  dawn  fled  was  the  magic  power, 
And  he  returned,  dull  eyes  and  parched  tongue, 
To  weary  aching  years  of  work  among 

The  miry  stables  and  the  reeking  sties — 
Into  my  life  you  gleamed  and  fled  one  hour. 

Gods  mock  the  memory  in  my  hungry  eyes. 
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MASS. 

Stillness  there  is,  and  Light.     The  garden  grows 
Beyond  the  windows  to  a  radiant  sea, 
Strangely  at  peace.    Quiet  from  Eternity 

These  figures  kneel.    Wind  through  the  morning  rose, 

Or  distant  choiring  of  transfigured  dead, 
Thin  music  rises,  swells  and  trembles  there 
Bound  the  white  Host.     Dim  angels  in  the  air 

Gleam  tremulously  o'er  the  old  priest's  head. 

And  are  you  here,  once  ordinary  earth, 

Who  loved  to  ride  and  swim,  and  things  of  clay? 

0  laughing  spirit,  is  your  company 
With  Him,  Who  never  sought  exuberant  mirth, 
Whose  lot  was  thorns  and  sorrow,  Who  one  day 
Rode  on  an  ass,  with  palms  from  Bethany? 
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HEAVEN. 

Some  hope  for  fair  Elysium,  where  the  dead 

Dance  passionless  in  quiet  purity, 
Form  spectral  patterns  with  an  unreal  tread, 

On  strange  dim  lawns  beyond  an  unlit  sea. 
Some  look  for  angels  and  a  golden  street, 

And  God  a  blazing  light.     And  some  for  flowers, 
And  children  singing  at  St.  Mary's  feet, 

And  jewelled  saints  that  muse  the  sunlit  hours. 
And  there  are  those  who  seek  their  virtues'  gain. 

Others  still  pray  for  work,  strong  growth,  and  some 
Rest  without  ending.    But  if  through  the  pain 

At  the  last  end  to  meet  me  there,  will  come 
You,  smiling  and  half -shy  as  once  of  old, 
What  matter  if  the  streets  be  grass  or  gold? 
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THE  ENDING. 

I  am  forgetting.    Every  shining  day 

Fades  more  your  waning  image  from  my  mind. 

The  busy  years  lead  on  till  I  shall  find 
The  last  trace  fled.      Then  shall  be  set  my  way. 
Ever  without  you.     Nor  may  time  nor  place 

Nor  old  familiar  song,  nor  smell,  nor  sight, 

Bring  to  the  long  gray  sorrow  of  that  night, 
The  well  loved  light  of  your  remembered  face. 

And  to  its  ghostly  grave  dear  Memory  borne, 
Buried  'neath  new  impressions  as  your  slain 

Lithe  body's  buried  'neath  earth's  bitterness; 
When  I  beside  this  tomb  shall  doubly  mourn 
Body  and  friendly  spirit:  after  pain 

Shall  peace  come  in  that  hour,  or  loneliness! 
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THE  DEAD. 

We  were  not  worthy  of  so  great  a  crown, 
To  blend  our  blood  with  heroes',  nor  to  hold 
A  Nation's  heart  as  tomb,  nor  e'er  grow  old, 

But  go  a  green  and  gracious  memory  down 

Through  generations  to  eternal  years. 
But  we,  who  take  the  ploughshare  for  the  sword, 
Hymn  the  dead  warriors  their  high  reward, 

Who  flung  their  bodies  on  barbarian  spears. 

For  though  we  labour  in  a  fertile  field, 

Give  our  strong  years  to  sow  the  Empire's  grain, 

To  turn  the  task  held  out  by  dying  hand 
To  triumph,  all  the  glory  this  shall  yield 

Springs  from  the  seed  of  Flanders'  stricken  plain, 
Grown  to  a  garden,  which  is  Holy  Land. 
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RETREAT. 

Stand  silent,  as  the  bugle's  fading  notes 
Wail  o'er  the  waters  to  the  dying  sun. 
Stand  to  their  memory  whose  race  is  run. 

And  think,  while  yet  the  quiet  music  floats, 

Of  the  great  life  departed,  and  the  mirth 
Of  good  companions,  and  the  splendid  years, 
Red  wine,  red  blood,  and  noble  deeds  and  tears — 

These  sink  as  leaves  to  the  autumnal  earth. 

And  when  Time's  journeyings  shall  leave  you  gray 
At  the  last  end  of  life,  again  you'll  stand, 

See  long  remembered  shattered  fields  of  France, 
Dream  the  dead  battles  of  a  by-gone  day, 
And  friends  forgotten  in  an  alien  land, 
Who  left  us  wonder  and  a  radiance. 
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CASSEL,  1918. 

The  friendly  feet,  that  once  upon  those  stones 
Wandered  beside  me,  are  no  longer  there 
Where  winter  sunlight  floods  the  empty  square. 

Chill  sorrow  floods  my  soul.      Cold  bleached  bones 

Lie  in  the  fading  distance,  where  the  moans 
Of  wounded  men  rise  in  the  desolate  air. 
O  limbs  that  once  knew  movement,  swiftly  fair, 

For  all  your  joyous  sins,  now  this  atones. 

David,  return  for  one  gay  gleaming  hour, 

Tread  these  sad  paths  we  two  once  trod  before, 

Stand  where  we  stood  beneath  the  brown  bell  tower, 
And  see  Suzanne  beside  the  Sauvage  door! 

Your  laughter  fled,  remains  but  memory's  power 
To  stab  and  burn.    You  will  return  no  more. 
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UNFINISHED  SONNET. 

The  glamour  fades,  the  gladness  and  the  pain 
That  made  us  noble,  memories  that  burn, 
Great  hearted  love  that  gave  for  no  return, 

Silent  unspoken  sorrow,  the  red  stain 

Of  honour,  partings  and  the  passionate  rain 
Of  secret  tears,  and  suffering  that  saves, 
And  all  the  glory  in  a  thousand  graves, 

And  hearts  half  healed  and  aching. 

These  remain — 

Daily  important  nothings,  cowards  at  ease, 
And  manhood  withering  on  office  stools, 

Heroes  that  lounge  in  tweed  and  rot  in  peace, 
And  former  splendid  friends  now  seeming  fools- 
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"LETTERS  FROM  BOB." 

These  speak  of  courage,  simple  honesty, 

And  faith,  and  human  kindliness  with  laughter, 

A  head  that  nobleness  crowned  easily, 

Where  nothing  base  found  refuge;  and  though  after 

Might  fame  have  come,  or  splendour  in  men's  eyes, 

These  could  bring  no  more  worth,  and  these  he  spent 

And  still  with  youth  and  happiness,  he  went 

Unsullied  to  the  earth,  and  honoured  lies. 

We  know,  who  faintly  knew  him,  no  stern  grief: 

That's  for  his  own.    But  ours  great  gain  to  see 

A  true  man's  mind,  and  a  straight  race  well  run; 

And  slowly  turning  the  sad  final  leaf 

To  feel  new  strength  and  cleanness  as  when  we 

Swim  a  clear  river  in  the  morning  Sun. 
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FLYING. 

Though  Death  may  claim  us  long  before  the  last 
Swift  movement  of  our  measure  be  complete; 
Though  cease  the  music  of  our  laughing  feet, 

And  all  our  song's  mad  ecstacy  be  past: 

Shall  we  while  these  dear  summer  days  remain, 
And  still  the  sky  is  gold  and  fields  are  green, 
Smother  our  joy  beneath  a  fear  unseen, 

Beneath  blue  mists  that  soon  will  dim  the  plain  f 

0  if  these  be  the  last,  the  last  glad  days, 

Then  let  our  song  be  sweet  and  glad  as  they ! 

Let  no  dirge  mar  the  splendour  of  our  way, 
But  mirthful  penetrate  the  final  haze: 

And  when  He  comes  with  cold  hands  clutching 
tight, 

Then  blithely  fire  your  last  green  Verey's  Light! 
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REGULARS. 

It  was  unfortunate  they  knew  no  Shaw, 
Nor  cared  if  Wells'  particular  God  were  true, 
But  just  rode  straight,  and  played  the  game  they 
knew, 

Played  rather  well  perhaps,  but  did  no  more. 

They  loved,  and  laughed,  and  told  the  un-Fabianed 

truth, 

Were  clean  and  most  unreasonably  loyal. 
This  was  a  fault.    And  yet  they  were  a  foil 

To  intellectual  speculative  youth. 

0  little  men  who  cheat  on  office  stools, 
Pity  the  poor  uncultivated  fools 

Who  ever  gave  themselves  and  gave  their  sons; 
Who  bled  on  Afghan  plains  and  were  content, 
Who  finally  with  ammunition  spent, 
Left  their  dead  bodies,  England's  life,  at  Mons. 
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MEMORY. 

I  hurried  down  an  empty  street  of  Hell 

When  from  an  old,  old  crumbling  house  there  came 
A  pale  procession.     I,  with  sudden  shame, 

Knew  them  for  men  I  said  I  had  loved  well 

In  other  days.     Gazing  with  lightless  eyes, 

In  mine,  they  cried:  "Could  not  affection  last 

This  long  to  keep  us  living.    Was  it  lies? 
We  are  not  even  memories" — and  passed. 

And  I  fled  on  and  on,  but  could  not  flee 

Their  cold  reproach,  and  soft  and  horrid  touch 
Upon  my  cheek.    0  had  it  been  too  much 

For  my  mean  heart  to  guard  their  memory! 

This  was  not  true,  but  was  a  dream  begotten 
Of  fear  that  I  myself  might  be  forgotten. 
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ONE  RISEN. 

I  met  a  man,  whom  I  had  heard  was  dead, 

Walking  in  Piccadilly,  and  I  said: 

"Hullo,  I  thought  that  you  were  killed,"  and  he, 

Replied:  "Not  half,"  and  turned  and  pleasantly 

Walked  with  me  a  few  yards.     'Twas  strange  to  view, 

From  the  great  company  of  dead  we  knew, 

One  standing  thus  top-hatted,  saying  "Not  half" — 

Solemn  in  a  way — and  yet  it  made  me  laugh. 
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DINNER  TIME. 

When  I  am  tired,  and  sick  of  all  my  friends, 
Save  those  who  are  long  distant  or  are  dead, 
These  others  come — they  sit  upon  my  bed 

With  reminiscent  mirth:  one  idly  bends 

And  twists  his  fingers  in  my  hair  and  sings. 
When  I  begin  to  dress  they  stay  the  same, 

To  wander  round  my  room  and  pick  up  things, 
Say:  "This  is  damned  good  soap,"  or  "What's 
his  name?" 

I  turn,  look  hungrily,  and  close  the  door, 
Descend  to  the  loud  world,  the  glare,  the  rot, 
Dine  foolishly,  "O  yes,  it  has  been  hot," 

And  itch  to  tear  the  cloth  onto  the  floor — 

Above  they  linger,  then  laugh  quietly 

And  fade  to  Hell,  or  far  beyond  the  sea. 
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CHANT  FUNEBRE. 

Sing  if  thy  lover  silent  lies, 
And  where  the  quiet  hands  are  dust, 
And  where  the  shining  hair  is  rust, 
Throw  flowers  o'er  the  empty  eyes. 
For  youth  is  sweet  and  swiftly  dies, 
And  soon  is  perished  all  his  lust, 
And  age  and  ugly  Wisdom  must 
Return  when  red-cheeked  Folly  flies. 

But  where  thy  careless  song  is  borne, 
And  where  is  poured  the  golden  wine, 
And  where  the  coloured  petal's  torn, 
'Tis  there  the  lightless  eyes  will  shine; 
And  spurning  dreary  hearts  that  mourn, 
Dead  lips  will  gladly  laugh  with  thine. 
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PEACE. 

Cool  is  the  quiet  grass,  calm  are  the  trees, 

Graciously  green,  broad  shadowing;  and  high, 
Blue  summer  holds  the  faint  enamelled  sky. 

About  the  thorn  and  clematis,  the  bees 

Murmur  and  dart  and  fade.    Wide  golden  seas 
Of  corn  stretch  by  the  hedgerow.    Babbits  pry 
And  bob  round  little  bushes.     Heaven  is  nigh, 

And  war  is  far,  and  I  at  last  have  peace — 

But  round  my  feet  is  war  and  here's  no  error, 
Mice,  ants,  and  frogs,  small  beasts  all  rush  in  terror; 

While  I  crush  windows,  shiver  the  thin  plaster 
Of  all  their  intricate  world  among  the  roots, 

I  a  fat  sprawling  God,   uncouth  Disaster, 
Smashing  great  cities  with  my  hob-nailed  boots. 
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TEA  IN  THE  WOOD. 

I  sat  down  here  with  longing  in  my  soul 
To  tell  you  all  the  wonder  of  the  wood — 
The  lovely  mists,  the  red  leaf  and  the  rude 
Gnarled  trunks  of  trees,  the  earth  smell,  the  brown 

bowl 

Of  a  still  pond,  the  distant  sun  flecked  knoll; 
My  heart  nigh  burst,  and  then  they  brought  out  food. 
The  cakes  had  cream  in  and  were  very  good, 
You  know  the  sort,  one  has  to  eat  them  whole. 
I  ate  quite  six,  and  smoked,  and  was  content, 
Heart's  hunger  fled  with  body's  appetite 
And  as  the  evening  faded  into  night, 
I  knew  my  song's  first  splendour  all  was  spent, 
And  stood  apart  awhile,  distressed  to  see 
The  place  where  poesy  was  drowned  in  tea. 
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TEMPERAMENT. 

I  saw  a  man,  whom  I  last  year  had  seen 
Fighting  most  bloodily  and  gloriously; 
To-day  I  saw  him  in  a  Bank  between 
Two  other  clerks,  and  he  laboriously 
Was  putting  half-crowns  in  a  little  pile. 
Then  came  an  old  man  with  a  wide  white  face 
And  gave  an  order:  with  a  pleasant  smile 
He  rose  obediently.    I  left  that  place. 

There  are  broad  spaces  where  the  hot  sun  burns, 
And  waters  where  the  weary  limbs  find  ease. 
There  are  pale  meadows  filled  with  golden  light 
That  give  earth's  blessing:  where,  as  dusk  returns, 
The  children's  voices  vanish  into  peace, 
And  soon  the  farmhouse  beacons  through  the  night. 
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ESTAMINETS. 

0  white  estaminets  of  France, 

That  in  the  golden  sun, 
Gave  soldiers  from  the  trench's  chance, 

A  rest  right  hardly  won, 
Where  are  the  men  of  yester  year, 

And  where  the  former  mirth, 
Does  ne'er  for  them  a  silent  tear 

Fall  to  the  friendless  earth? 
Estaminets  of  Orlencourt 

Le  Quesnoy,  St.  Omer, 
Is  madame  lonely  at  the  door, 

Or  is  a  Frenchman  there? 
How  in  the  drowsy  noonday  heat 

Do  you  beguile  the  hours, 
Your  courts  untrodden  by  the  feet 

Of  English  and  the  flowers 
And  weeds  between  deserted  stones? 

O  then  is  faintly  heard 
The  echo  of  old  gramophones, 

And  some  dear  Cockney  word 
Sounds  through  the  populated  hall, 

And  in  the  window  floats, 
As  mellow  shades  of  evening  fall, 

A  long  dead  bugler's  notes. 
And  in  the  barn  are  billeted 

"A"  Company  of  old, 
And  there  lies  many  a  tired  head 

Which  since  has  lain  in  mould. 
And  late  a  spectral  subaltern 

With  his  platoon  will  go 
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ESTAMINETS 

Marching  with  respirators  on 

For  half  a  mile  or  so. 
And  after  tea  toward  the  gate 

A  wraith  comes  down  the  yard, 
In  human  fear  of  being  late, 

To  mount  the  ghostly  guard. 
And  all  this  splendid  company 

Shall  stay  till  your  old  walls 
Are  but  a  little  mud  to  see 

And  the  last  timber  falls. 
Ah,  spectre-pale  estaminets 

That  in  the  silent  night, 
Dream  the  dead  songs  of  other  days, 

The  laughter  and  the  light, 
And  young  and  very  gallant  limbs 

That  from  the  festal  door 
Strode  out  with  blithesome  Bacchic  hymns, 

And  ne'er  were  heard  of  more. 

Now  early  back  beneath  the  moon, 

The  peasant  from  his  beer 
Ponders  these  other  times,  but  soon 

The  sons  of  those  who  here 
Tell  some  sad  tale  of  yesterday, 

Will  speak  of  half-a-century. 
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MAGDALEN. 

Tranquil,  above  the  scent  of  blossoms  borne 
Slumbrous  and  heavy  from  some  garden  near, 
To  cloud  flecked  blue  the  tower  rises  clear. 

Drowsy  this  summer  day,  the  bells  that  mourn 

In  winter,  give  their  blessing  to  the  corn, 
Start  a  shy  swallow  from  the  reedy  mere, 
Turn  to  reluctant  evensong  this  dear 

Black  gowned  chorister's  slow  steps  forlorn. 

Serene  these  sun-gilt  pinnacles  have  soared 
Heedless  what  pompous  prelates  come  and  go. 

Hence  still  in  May  the  aerial  hymn  falls  light 
As  soft  celestial  petals  to  reward 

Enchanted  listeners,  dreaming  far  below 
On  those  still  waters  lovers  seek  ere  night. 
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SONNET. 

White  butterflies  that  flit  among  the  flowers, 

Brown  arms  that  carry  in  the  yellow  corn, 
Children  who  spendthrift  dance  the  sunlit  hours, 

Thin  leaves  that  sadly  float  ere  winter's  bom. 
All  this  is  gladly  gathered  by  thee  living, 

Filling  thy  heart  as  fair  cups  fill  with  wine ; 
Thou  in  return,  thy  radiant  laughter  giving, 

Makest  earth's  beauty  seem  as  if  'twere  thine. 
But  when  shall  come  thy  cold  and  final  lover, 

And  lay  thee  in  his  dark  and  barren  bed; 
And  small  feet  careless  kiss  the  lawns  that  cover 

Green  in  that  place,  thy  lovely  lifeless  head : 
Then  will  the  world  for  pleasure  both  and  duty 
Grow  from  thy  gleaming  dust  in  richer  beauty. 


32 


YOU  IN  THE  GARDEN. 

Here,  if  I  sing  the  loveliness  of  Earth, 
I  know  that  you  will  say  I'm  out  of  date, 
Most  lovely  among  the  roses.    What  a  fate 
To  find  a  nymph  with  the  same  sense  of  mirth 
As  a  gray  Doctor  of  Laws!    Know  on  the  day 
Europa,  crocus-laden  to  the  sea 
Rode  the  white  bull,  and  swift  in  Arcady 
Ran  Hylas,  eager  on  the  flower-strewn  way. 
And  all  the  lovers  in  the  world  first  knew 
Their  love  to-day,  and  in  a  garden  drew 
Heart  unto  heart.    0  too  ridiculous  modern, 
Who  blasphemously  come  and  with  your  sodden 
Dull  soul  defile  your  fair  material  face, 
And  now  discuss  biology  in  this  place. 
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CONTENT. 

It's  five  miles  there,  and  muddy,  and  I'm  not  met. 

Damn!     And  I  said  I'd  catch  the  evening  train. 
I'll  have  to  slog  it  through  this  filthy  wet 

And  squalling  night.     And  now  it's  pouring  rain. 
And  dinner  over  when  I  come,  they'll  say 

"Hullo!  you  here?    We  didn't  get  your  letter." 
And  send  boiled  eggs  and  mutton  on  a  tray 

With  the  kind  hope  that  I  will  soon  feel  better. 

Exiled  in  shattered  France  I  saw  the  moon 
That  shone  on  England,  and  I  thought  if  1 

Might  walk  once  more  her  lanes,  with  this  great  boon 
Granted  I  would  return  and  gladly  die. 

0  I  remember  how  one  day  last  year 

1  would  have  given  all  to  be  but  here. 
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REFUSE. 

You  took  the  radiant  whiteness  of  my  mind 

And  breathed  on  it.     See  where  that  wind  has 

stirred, 
The  blackened  stain,  bright  virtue's  vision  blurred, 

The  eyes  that  looked  to  honour,  seared  and  blind. 

0  heedless  heart,  where  I  had  hoped  to  find 
A  harbour,  lips  that  loosed  the  lying  word 

To  charm  the  ears  that  their  fair  falseness  heard, 
Foul  life  that  left  me  to  worse  life  resigned. 

Go  then,  and  when  your  careless  head  is  kissed 
Each  morning  by  the  sun,  your  lovely  mouth 
That  utters  filthy  things  is  red  with  youth, 

You'll  know  forlorn  afar  I  lie  unmissed, 

1  that  have  wept  about  your  empty  room, 

I  the  poor  mould,  the  earth  on  which  you  bloom. 
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THE  RICKSHA  BOY. 

You  dragged  me  from  the  docks  for  half-a-crown. 
The  sun  was  hot,  and  you  weren  't  very  clean : 
With  feathers  and  with  rags  you  were  a  mean 

Type  of  creation,  wholly  trodden  down, 

A  human  horse,  pulling  a  human  log. 

But  when  you  rested,  and  it  seemed  saw  naught 
But  the  blue  dreaming  distances,  I  thought 

That  I'd  seen  eyes  as  pensive  in  a  dog. 

Is  there  some  country  of  the  Hinterland, 
Where  strange  black  grandams,  dressed  in  yellow 

shawls, 
Guard  their  gay  dusty  offspring  in  the  Kraals? 

Where  'neath  the  moon,  will  delicately  stand 
The  Flower  of  Africa,  with  trembling  mouth 
To  greet  her  Lord,  triumphant  from  the  South? 


36 


RECRIMINATIONS. 

I  really  think  that  you  are  rather  mean. 

You  evidently  thought  I  was  in  bed. 

You  saw  the  candle  gleam,  my  shadowed  head 
Against  the  blind,  and  knew  yourself  unseen. 
You  wandered  to  the  corner  of  the  green — 

You  probably  had  thought  I  would  be  rude, 

Disturb  your  calm,  you  wanted  solitude 
To  linger  where  the  weeping  willows  lean. 

If  you  had  only  said,  ''I'd  rather  go 
Alone  if  you  don't  mind.     Of  course  I  know 
It  may  seem  queer,  but  always  at  this  time 
I  like  to  think  a  bit."    But  not  a  word, 
You  slunk  off  quietly  for  fear  I  heard. 
A  rotten  trick,  and  hence  this  rotten  rhyme. 


37 


AT  SEA. 

0  ships  that  sail  are  very  nice  to  see 

From  the  long  beach,  where  you  lie  in  the  sand, 

Contentedly  examining  your  pink  toes, 

Or  watching  gulls,  and  knowing  pleasantly 

Tea  is  at  half  past  four.     (And  the  good  land 

Won't  heave  and  swell.)     And  when  you  see   the 

rows 

Of  lights  at  evening,  where  our  portholes  shine, 
You  think — "How  lovely  on  that  fairy  boat, 
To  sit  with  dainty  ladies  down  to  dine, 
How  gay  they  '11  be  !    I  wish  I  were  afloat. ' ' 
Alas!  my  child,  they're  awfully  plain  and  old. 
They're  spiteful,  and  their  manner's  very  cold. 
You'd  be  astonished  at  the  enemies  made 
On  this  one  trip  since  we  left  Adelaide. 
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RETROSPECT. 

We  are  contented  now,  for  we've  forgotten 

The  lanes  that  lead  through   mud   and  slime  to 

slaughter, 
The  bitter  taste  of  sleepless  nights,  the  rotten 

Dead  bodies  lying  in  the  fouler  water — 
We  have  forgotten  weariness  and  pain, 

And  dark,  and  dawn,  and  frost,  and  oozing  feet, 
For  now  we  walk  on  asphalt  paths  again 

Down  the  politely  mad  suburban  street. 

In  France  they  say,  red  dripping  leaves  fall  still 
In  Autumn  to  the  mouldy-smelling  earth, 

And  underneath  are  the  closed  eyes  of  friends. 
And  they  are  quiet  there,  and  the  wind  is  chill. 
But  they  will  rise  to  greet  us  with  great  mirth, 
When  we  burst  the  chains  and  this  asylum  ends. 


39 


REQUIEM. 


Stillness  when  the  last  note  of  music  dies, 
Dusk  after  laughing  colour  of  the  day, 

If  these  you'd  know,  if  you  would  hear  the  cries 
Of  poor  numb  hearts  whence  joy  is  fled  away, 

Then  come  where  lightless  are  Endymion's  eyes 

Come  where  his  rose  and  golden  head  all  bruised  and 
soiled  lies. 


Gather  ye  mists,  born  of  the  purple  seas, 

Come  from  the  mountains  and  the  dreary  plain, 

Steal  o'er  the  garden  and  the  pleasant  leas, 
Spread  a  sad  pall  from  Heaven  above  the  slain. 

Let  the  gay  sun  on  other  planets  show 

And  leave  the  world  in  shrouds  forlorn  and  us  in 
shrouds  of  woe. 

3 

Come  tenderly,  come  tenderly  and  slow, 

With  veils  of  sorrow  from  the  mists  of  night. 
Speak  mournfully  for  you  shall  never  know 
The  living  wonder  of  his  touch,  the  light. 
From  muted  lyre  let  solemn  music  flow 
Where    strength    and    youth    and    sudden    joy    lie 
brokenly  and  low. 
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REQUIEM. 

4 

In  these  rich  days  of  Autumn's  golden  store, 
The  red  abundant  fruit,  the  groaning  wain, 

The  golden  granary's  mist,  the  reeking  floor, 
The  ravished  vineyard,  and  the  purple  stain, 

There  is  no  sign  of  agony  and  war 

Save  solitary  hearts  that  swell  with  tears  for  ever- 
more. 


O  broken  wantonly  as  is  the  rose 

Whose  crimson  barely  bursts  th'  encircling  green, 
And  to  expectant  eyes  the  promise  shows 

Of  later  summer's  glory  yet  unseen, 
And  then  is  severed  by  a  ruthless  hand 
Its  bruised  petals  trampled  in  the  old  relentless  sand. 

6 

He  shall  not  know  the  peace  that  is  to  come, 
Nor  feel  the  warm  broad  kindliness  of  years, 

The  hands  of  unborn  children,  nor  the  home 
Built  only  in  his  dreams,  where  angel's  tears 

Water  the  ghostly  hearth,  the  unlit  fire, 

While   far  in  virgin   loneliness  laments  his  heart's 
desire. 


O  stained  is  the  ivory  of  his  arms: 

O  perished  is  the  auerole  of  his  head : 
And  limbs   that  now  might  flame   to   meet  love's 

charms 

Shall  never  know  the  joyous  marriage  bed, 
Keep  tryst  beneath  the  warm  moon  of  the  South, 
No  maid  shall  ever  hear  kind  words  from  that  cold 
lifeless  mouth. 
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REQUIEM. 

8 

And  her,  O  pitifully  weep  for  her, 

Who  dreamed  but  never  knew  his  dear  embrace, 
Who  never  felt  her  wakened  heart  astir 

At  the  impassioned  nearness  of  his  face 
At  the  enthralling  closeness  of  his  hair 
Who  never  drank  of  love's  delight,  but  only  love's 
despair. 

9 

Nor  wide  midsummer's  peace  is  his,  nor  rest 
After  work  done,  nor  music  heard  at  eve 

By  winter  fireside,  when  the  hot  and  best 
Passionate  days  are  done,  and  love  doth  leave 

A  pale  rose  coloured  flame  of  kindliness 

To  warm  old  hearts  and  shed  on  them  a  peace  and 
tenderness. 

10 

When  he  was  here,  and  round  us  every  day 
A  time  when  he  would  not  be  seemed  untrue, 

A  dread  impossible,  until  the  way 

Of  parting  came.    At  the  last  touch  we  knew 

We  breathed  in  fear  the  music  of  his  name 

One  moment's  light  of  love  that  flared  to  fade  as  dying 
flame. 

11 

O  must  we  journey  down  the  hopeless  years, 
Look  with  dull  eyes  upon  the  morning  sun, 

The  dawn  reflected  in  a  pool  of  tears, 

Knowing  our  time  of  youthful  joy  is  done, 

Gape  at  the  new  born  beauty  of  our  way, 

Then  see  the  colour  of  the  earth  die  ere  the  dying  day  ? 
***** 
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REQUIEM. 

12 

He  is  not  dead,  though  we  no  longer  hold 

The  sweetness  that  was  his,  the  tender  heart, 

The  strong  lithe  arms,  Dear  God!  the  head  of  gold, 

Though  these  in  dust  and  ashes  now  depart, 
And  withered  flowers  swept  before  the  wind 
Seem  all  that's  left  to  silent  friends  of  that  once 
joyous  mind. 

13 

For  when  within  the  wood  the  breath  of  Spring 
Stirs  the  faint  glade  and  the  blue  carpet's  spread 

And  the  glad  wild  bird  calls  his  mate  to  sing, 
Then  he'll  return  with  unsubstantial  tread 

To  join  the  jewelled  world's  awakening  mirth, 

Who  living  loved  the  splendour  and  the  spirit  of  the 
earth. 

14 

And  where  we  sit  about  the  oaken  board 

And  pass  from  hand  to  hand  the  friendly  wine, 

And  if  one  there  in  whose  rich  mind  is  stored 

Some  thought  of  him  remembers,  then  will  shine, 

The  unseen  eyes  that  watch  us  from  apart 

And  his  kind  touch  will  rest  a  moment  on  that  faith- 
ful heart. 

15 

And  if  one  wander  at  the  close  of  day 

About  the  stubbled  plain,  and  pondering  there 
If  he  remember  how  he  came  that  way 

Long  since  and  not  alone.     About  his  hair 
The  cold  night  breeze  will  seem  that  holy  hand, 
And   he'll  no  longer  solitary   walk  the   enchanted 
land. 
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REQUIEM. 

16 

And  where  the  pink  coats  star  the  Autumn  field, 
Near  the  hot  huntsman  on  his  sweating  steed 

He'll  follow  silent  o'er  the  echoing  weald, 
And  when  the  men  their  tired  horses  lead 

Wearily  homeward,  by  some  thatched  shed 

He'll  stand  awhile  then  fade  to  join  the  laughter  of 
the  dead. 

17 

And  where  with  music  and  with  golden  wine 

And  scattered  flowers  is  spent  the  Summer  night, 

And  where  the  painted  lanterns  gaily  shine 

On  dancing  girls  and  the  young  eyes  grow  bright 

He  will  tread  lightfoot  in  the  laughing  throng 

Who  living  loved  all  colours  and  the  sound  of  cheerful 
song. 

18 

Ah  mourn  not  though  through  each  succeeding  year 
In  that  green  place  will  bloom  the  asphodel 

And  rose  and  twined  woodbine.    Let  no  tear 
Dew  the  quiet  beauty  of  that  sacred  dell 

For  though  the  dust  will  yield  no  dearer  flower 

That  friendly  spirit  weeps  and  laughs  with  us  each 
waking  hour. 

19 

We  are  so  richly  friended.    There's  no  fear 
Nor  loneliness  now,  for  in  each  place  we  go 

Are  still  true  hearts  and  hands  around  us  here. 
And  when  at  last  the  feeble  flame  burns  low 

And  the  free  soul  deserts  the  dying  ember 

Radiant  and  visible  he'll  welcome  us  if  we  remember. 
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REQUIEM. 

20 

Sing  bravely  then  and  let  no  coward  tear 
Wither  your  only  roadway's  springing  grass. 

Nor  maudlin  think  of  those  who  knew  us  here 
Human  with  laughter  and  loud  song,  nor  pass 

Gray  through  the  golden  gates,  but  with  good  cheer 

Hail  the  gay  living  dead  who  loving  wait  to  greet  us 
there. 
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